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Jill 

To  you,  Miss  Prindeville, 

devoted  and  conscientious  counsellor, 

helpful  and  understanding  advisor, 

true  and  loyal  friend, 

we,  the  class  of  1954,  dedicate 

our  yearbook  .  .  .  THE  FAULKAN. 
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Miss  Grace  Prindeville 


Class  Mvisor 
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HENRIETTA  R.  HENNIK,  R.N.,  B.S. 

Principal  of  the  School 

of  Nursing 

Director  of  Nursing 


IRENE  NORTON,  R.N.,  M.Ed. 

Assistant  Principal 

School  of  Nursing 

Educational  Director 


M.  J.  McNAUGHT,  R.N.,  B.S. 

Assistant  Director 

Nursing  Service 

PHYLLIS  E.  REILLY,  R.N. 

Night  Supervisor 


BARBARA  E.  HASKELL,  R.N.,  B.S. 

Medical  Supervisor 

DOROTHY  BATYLDA,  R.N.,  B.S. 

Surgical  Supervisor 


ALICE  D.  HAMILTON,  R.N. 
Obstetrical  Supervisor 

LEONA  HURLEY,  R.N. 
Operating  Room  Supervisor 


JOY  SUBBOTIN,  R.N.,  M.Ed. 
Instructor  in  Nursing 

FAY  HUNTING,  R.N.,  B.S. 

Instructor  in  Sciences 


Zhe  Senior  Nurse 


As  little  girls  —  we  started  our  training, 
Eager  to  learn,  but — oh — so  much  explaining 
About  ethics  and  attitudes,  techniques  and  procedures, 
About  drugs  and  solutions  and  cubic  centimeters] 

It's  no  wonder  we  were  confused  and  often  concerned 
For  as  hard  as  we  tried,  very  little  praise  was  earned. 
We  were  loyal  and  faithful  in  all  respects, 
Honest  and  trustworthy!  But  now  let's  reflect. 

For  three  long  years  we  have  studied  and  worked, 
Sometimes  we  were  happy,  but  more  often  irked 
About  call-downs  received,  about  privileges  denied, 
About  extra  duty  —  that  sometimes  we  cried. 

And  felt  just  like  quitting,  as  each  of  us  did, 
But  a  nurse  doesn't  quit,  she  does  as  she's  bid! 
As  soon  as  we  realized  it's  in  lives  we  are  dealing 
And  we  can't  make  mistakes,  we  changed  our  feelings! 

The  transition  is  slow  —  from  a  girl  to  a  nurse, 
Our  three  years  of  training  are  only  the  first. 
For  the  rest  of  our  lives,  many  years  are  spent 
Dependent  on  our  training  and  all  that  it  meant! 

Our  days  as  a  student  pass  fast  in  their  flight, 
Soon  we'll  be  wearing  the  traditional  white. 
We're  proud  of  our  cap!  May  it  still  fit  our  heads! 
Keep  our  gripes  to  ourselves  —  set  example  instead! 

The  value  of  a  nurse  is  known  by  her  deeds! 
Her  goal  in  life!  Her  faith  in  her  creed! 
Our  future  in  nursing  will  depend  on  ourselves, 
fust  as  the  future  of  nursing  will  need  our  help. 


Taken  from  .  .  . 
MARY  S.  COUGHLIN,  R.N. 
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Seated:  Standing: 

President  FRANCES  GONZALES  Secretary  GLENNA  DIXON 

Vice  President  REGINA  COX  Treasurer   PATRICIA   HAYWARD 


Paula  C.  Ballerini 
"P" 

81  Westover  St., West  Roxbury,  Mass. 

Never  a  hair  out  of  place  .  .  .  Always  forgets 
the  punch  line  of  a  good  joke  .  .  .  Does  things 
up   brown   .   .   .  A  perfectionist  in  all  ways. 


Beverly  Ann  Baker 
"Bake" 

Hillside  St.,  Winthrop 
Glamour  in  dungarees  .  .  .  Ver- 
satile and  talented  .  .  .  Anything 
Bev  does,  you  can  be  sure  is  done 
well  .  .  .  Three  passions — Ar- 
thur, Cymbidium  orchids,  and 
rabbits. 


Priscilla  M.  Boyden 

"Patsie" 
87  Circle  Drive,  Wrentham,  Mass. 
Tiny,    but   not   unnoticed   .    .    .   Long  skirts   and 
scarfs   .    .    .   Sings   constantly   in  the   shower,   on 
duty — anywhere   .    .   .  Loves  square  dancing  and 
silver  fox  jackets. 


Alma  B.  Cammall 

"Cam" 


11  Elm  St.,  Milton,  Mass. 
Oil   paints   and   Plymouth:   .    .    .   The   girl   who 
blazed  the   trail  to 
and   easy   going 
needed. 
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Milton    .    .    .   Good   natured 
Auxiliary   fireman    when 
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Kathleen  Cavanaugh 
"Katie" 

74  Fairbanks  St.  Brighton,  Mass. 
A  real  Irishman  in  every  way 
.  .  .  Never  leaves  anything  un- 
finished .  .  .  Famous  for  her 
tapioca  pudding-coffee. 
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Rosalie  P.  Coit 

"Rosie" 

92  Gill  St.,  Avon,  Mass. 

One    of    the    married   ladies    .    .    .    Impish    eyes 

and   a    personality    to    match    .    .    .    Knows    any 

word  in  the  book  .  .   .  Friend  to  all. 


Regina  B.  Cox 

"Coxie" 

51  Manthorne  Rd.,  West  Roxbury,  Mass. 

Quiet,   but   humorous  .   .   .  Jean's   best  friend  is 

her  bed  .  .  .  Hard  to  know,  but  well  worth  the 

effort. 


Joanne  Deehan 

"Jo" 

31  Mishawum  Rd., 
Woburn,  Mass. 

Tall,  good-looking,  easy  going 
.  .  .  Always  has  something  new 
or  different  to  wear  .  .  .  Faulk 
net's  cover  gal  .  .  .  Always  on 
the  alert  for  a  good  time. 


Glenna  N.  Dixon 

"Dixie" 

218  High  St.,  Westerly,  Rhode  Island 

F.H.'s   space   cadet    .    .    .    Always   ready  to   help 

where  help  is  needed  .  .  .  Deserves  nothing  but 

the  best. 


Avis  Franklin 

"Av" 

564  Allen  St.,  New  Bedford,  Mass. 

A  real  go-getter  .  .  .  Favorites — George  Shearing 

and  Jerry   .    .    .  A  true  friend  whenever   one   is 

needed  .  .  .  Glamour  personified. 


Joanne  Garland 

"Jo" 

19  Clements  Rd. 

Waltham,  Mass. 

An      important     asset     to     the 

FAULKAN  staff  .  .  .  Generous 

and  likable   .    .    .   To   know  her 

is  to  like  her. 


Frances  H.  Gonzales 

"Fran" 

36  Upland  Rd.,  Somerville,  Mass. 

Kelly   of   a  thousand  words   .    .    .   Always   in   a 

hurry  to  get  someplace   .   .   .  All  kidding  aside, 

Fran,  we  dig  you  the  most. 
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Patricia  Hayward 
"Pat" 

170  Bridge  St.,  Eastbridgwater,  Mass. 
Fast  thinking  and  fast  talking  .   .   .  Pianist  for 
all  class  functions,   .   .  .  Sweet  and  likable. 


Veronica  Janulewicz 

"Ronnie" 
51  Acton  St.,  Maynard,  Mass. 
Very    conscientious   —   excellent 
nurse    .    .    .    A    real    one    man 
woman  ■  ■  .  Future  chess  champ 
.    .    .    Sweet   soprano. 
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Karol  J.  Kenerson 

"Ricky" 

12  Clifton  St.,  Saugas,  Mass. 

Another  outdoor  girl  .  .  .  Excellent  in  any  line 

of  sports   .    .   .    ]Y/ell  liked  by   her  patients  and 

classmates. 


Barbara  Kilburn 
"Barbie" 
70  Hall  Rd.,  Chelmsford,  Mass. 
Perseverance  plus  .   .   .  Deep  rooted  ideals 
Sets  a  good  example  to   be  followed. 


Carey  D.  Leonard 

"Carey" 

36  Shears  St. 
Wrentham,  Mass. 

Willowy  Blonde  .  .  .  Symphony 
Sid's  most  ardent  fan  .  .  .  Soft 
music  and  dim  lights  .  .  .  She's 
the  most  to  say  the  least. 


Barbara  Magee 
"Barbie" 
17  Jersey  St.,  Marblehead,  Mass. 
Full  of  laughter  and  fun   .   .   .   Class  poet 
Never  seen  without  Ricky 
Nahant. 


Favorite  beach- 
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Letitia  A.  McWilliams 

"Tisha" 

11  Bodfish  Ave.,  Wareham,  Mass. 

Orchids  and  champagne   .   .   .   Pert,   petite,   and 

sophisticated   .    .    .   One   of  the   good-bad   ladies. 


Dorothy  A.  Perley 
"Do  tie" 
Lindbrook  Rd.,  Ipswich 

Swimming  and  horses  .  .  .  Deep 
thinking  and  sometimes  mysteri- 
ous .  .  .  Has  a  good  word  for 
everyone  .  .  .  Where  do  we  go 
from  here,  Dottie? 


Sarah  B.  Randall 
"Sally" 

89  Everett  St.,  Wallaston,  Mass.,  Apt.  24 
Class  sweetheart  .   .   .  First  of  the   "ladies"   to 
take  the  plunge  .  ■  .  Patience  and  determination. 


Lorraine  Voisine 

"Laurie" 
Main  St.,  Keegan,  Maine 
Maine's  loss — Faulkner's  gain  .  .  .  Seemingly  re- 
served,  but  always  ready  for  a  good  time   .    .   ■ 
Her  friendship  for  the  asking. 


Marjorie  Wheeler 
"Margie" 

70  Park  Ave.,  Keene,  N.  H. 
Never   a    conscious    day   in    the 
O.R.  .  .  .  Slow,  but  sure  .  .  . 
Shares  class  artistry  honors  .   .  . 
A  true  country  gal. 


Patricia  Winn 

"Pat" 

17  Boston  Ave.,  Somerville,  Mass. 

Baubles,  bangles,  and  beads  .  .  .  Career  or  mar- 
riage .  .  .  Always  on  the  go  .  .  .  Miss  Winn! 
Where  is  your  hair  net? 
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Boxes  were  piled  half-way  up  the  ceiling — trunks,  books,  ra- 
dios, and  suitcases  cluttered  the  floor.  "Mike,"  the  little  field 
mouse  of  Chapin  House,  sat  in  the  corner  afraid  he'd  be  stepped 
on.  It  was  September  5th;  the  class  of  1954  was  on  its  way  out. 
As  Mike  remembered  their  happy  three  years  as  student  nurses, 
tears  came  to  his  eyes.  He  brushed  them  away,  reliving  the  day 
they  arrived  three  years  ago — frightened  and  bewildered  little 
girls,  clutching  their  mothers'  coat-tails  for  moral  support.  They 
were  greeted  by  the  faculty  and  a  wonderful  house  mother. 
Thus  their  lives  as  student  nurses  began. 

Initiation  night  came  with  that  trip  to  the  morgue,  specimens 
to  obtain  from  the  wards,  doctors  to  meet,  the  third  degree  in 
the  living  room,  and  the  party  with  the  beautiful  "welcome" 
cake,  grape  punch,  and  blue  specimens  the  next  morning. 

Then  their  work  began — classes,  lectures,  and  studies.  How 
hard  they  tried — looking  forward  to  the  breaks  between  classes 
for  chocolate  milk,  peanut  butter  and  crackers,  those  weekends 
off  and  mother's  home  cooking. 

At  6:30  one  morning  I  heard  a  commotion  on  the  third  and 
fourth  floors.  Rushing  up  the  stairs  I  saw  them  trying  to  ad- 
just buttons,  studs,  and  collars.  How  nice  they  looked  their  first 
day  in  uniform.  That  afternoon  my  finger  got  tired  snapping 
shutters. 

I  was  so  pleased  when  I  received  my  invitation  to  the  monthly 
birthday  parties  on  the  fourth  floor — lots  of  food,  cake  and  punch 
— even  enough  crumbs  for  me. 

The  big  day  finally  arrived  initiated  by  a  great  snowstorm. 
The  ceremony  began  with  lamps  and  caps;  "they  would  never 
walk  alone."  I  was  as  proud  as  their  mothers  and  daddys.  All 
heads  were  held  high  through  the  classes,  studies,  and  relief, 
relief,  relief  that  followed. 

Slowly  the  girls,  one  by  one,  visited  5- A  via  the  health  clinic 
— gastroenteritis,  phlebitis,  appendicitis,  URI,  and  inverted 
Achilles.  I  ignored  the  sign  on  the  door  and  visited  each  one  of 
them. 

Summer  came  and  the  class  beach  party — Nahant.  The  boys 
did  the  grilling  of  franks  and  the  girls  tried  to  keep  the  food 
dry.  The  sky  opened  and  it  rained,  but  only  for  a  few  minutes. 
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The  days  brightened  and  summer  vacations  came.  How  quiet 
it  was  for  three  weeks!  The  girls  became  ladies  as  wingbands 
were  passed  from  big  to  little  sisters.  These  built  up  strength 
and  courage  to  continue.  Specialties  began: 

— that  uneventful  month  in  the  diet  kitchen  when  they  tried 
to  decide  if  salt  herring  was  allowed  on  a  salt-free  diet; 

— three  months  in  the  operating  room  where  the  first  few 
days  were  puzzling,  trying  to  differentiate  between  a  kelly  and 
a  snap.  (At  12:30  one  Sunday  morning  I  developed  a  severe 
RLQ  pain.  I  felt  sorry  about  having  the  call-room  nurses 
awakened.  I  soon  recovered  with  excellent  nursing  care.) 

— off  to  obstetrics  went  the  ladies  to  "deliver"  12  babies,  feed 
three  at  a  time  in  the  nursery,  and  check  sutures. 

Spring  came  along  with  affiliations ! !  I  jumped  into  a  suitcase 
and  went  to  Haynes  Memorial  Hospital.  There  they  learned 
respirator  care,  hot  pack  applications,  and  gown  technique.  The 
food  and  hard  beds  were  not  to  my  liking,  so  I  left  that  group 
and  hitched  a  ride  to  Worcester  State.  I  found  them  playing 
whist,  cooking  their  own  meals,  and  taking  patients  out  for 
walks  on  the  beautiful  campus.  Senior  bands  replaced  the  wings; 
just  one  more  year  in  training.  Jello  and  hamburg  were  not  a 
substantial  diet  so  I  hitched  back  to  Boston  and  Children's.  A  new 
theory — hang  up  the  babies  and  nurse  the  charts.  Getting  26 
hours  of  clinic  helped  these  three  months  pass  quickly. 

We  soon  came  back  to  Faulkner  and  senior  activities — night 
duty,  night  substitute,  and  night  float.  The  yearbook  staff  was 
chosen  and  headaches  began.  The  winter  prom  and  the  party 
that  followed  were  fun.  Graduate  uniforms,  pictures,  vacations, 
senior  classes,  senior  experience  and  more  night  duty  came  along. 
The  senior  prom,  class  picnic,  and  class  banquet  added  to  their 
scrapbooks. 

Sunday  I  was  so  proud  to  see  them  in  whites  for  Baccalaureate. 
On  September  2nd,  at  8:00  p.m.,  in  Simmons  Auditorium, 
graduation  at  last  fulfilled  their  dreams. 

As  the  last  of  the  class  left,  Mike  turned  sadly  away,  but  the 
thought  of  a  new  class  with  new  adventures,  joys,  and  sorrows 
filled  him  with  expectations. 

Veronica  Janulewicz 
Joanne  Garland 
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H^e,  ?£e  Senior  Class  of  the  Faulkner  Hospital  of  the  year 
nineteen  hundred  and  fifty  four,  being  of  sound  mind  and  body, 
do  hereby  compose,  publish,  and  declare  this  to  be  our  Last 
Will  and  Testament. 

TO  FAULKNER:  We  leave  three  memorable  years — we  shall 
never  forget. 

TO  CHAPIN  HOUSE:  We  leave  a  suggestion  box  with  sugges- 
tion number  1 — a  cigarette  machine. 

TO  THE  DOCTORS:  We  leave  our  inexpressable  thanks  —  on 
the  wards,  in  the  operating  room,  on  O.B.S.,  in  the  morgue, 
in  the  classrooms,  clinics,  and  at  our  social  functions — YOU 
ARE  TOPS! 

TO  DR.  STEIN:  We  leave  a  case  of  benadryl,  neosynephrine 
nose  drops,  empirin,  and  dexamyl  to  give  to  future  students. 

TO  THE  FACULTY:  We  leave  our  thanks  for  seeing  us  through. 

TO  MISS  REILLY  AND  MISS  PERKINS:  We  leave  those  11 
p.m.  temps ! 

TO  MISS  PRINDEVILLE:  We  leave  delusions  of  Surgical  1 
overstaffed  and  with  an  overflow  of  empty  beds. 

TO  OUR  PARENTS:  We  leave  our  first  pay  check. 

TO  THE  STUDENTS:  We  leave  evening  and  night  duty  on  B- 
Medical  and  Surgical  1 — say  no  more. 

TO  THE  FAULKNER  SPECIALS:  We  leave  instructions  on 
how  to  do  up  a  cap  to  within  a  reasonable  facsimile. 

TO  THE  AIDES:  We  leave  the  fact  that  you  thought  we  never 
noticed  those  beds  you  made  for  us,  errands  you  ran  for  us, 
bed  pans  you  carried  for  us,  baths  you  gave  for  us,  etc. — but 
we  did — Thanks. 

TO  MRS.  CRUISE:  We  leave  the  premises  neat  and  orderly. 

TO  EVELYN,  LAURA,  AND  ETHEL:  We  leave  our  thanks  for 
being  so  nice  these  three  long  years. 

TO  KATHLEEN:  We  leave  our  thanks  for  those  midnight 
meals  we  stagger  up  for  at  2  a.m. 

TO  THE  KITCHEN:  We  leave  a  year's  supply  of  steak  to  be 
served  only  on  Fridays. 

TO  THE  BAKER:  We  leave  the  Gastric  2  regime  we  have  to 
eat  when  he  is  ill. 

TO  THE  FUTURE  YEARBOOK  STAFF:  We  leave  long  hours 
of  hard  labor,  hoping  your  yearbook  is  as  nice  as  we  think 
ours  is. 


INDIVIDUAL  LISTINGS 

AVIS  ABRAMS:  leaves  her  scintillating  personality  and  vocabu- 
lary to  Louise  Gomez. 

BEVERLY  BAKER:   leaves  her  bleeding  and  clotting  time  to 
Anne  Walsh. 

PRISCILLA  BOYDEN:  leaves  her  arias  in  the  shower  to  Bette 
Smith. 

ALMA  CAMMALL:  leaves  her  frequently  used  poster  paints  to 
Joan  Condron. 

KATHLEEN  CAVANAGH:  leaves  her  raw  coffee  to  anyone 
who  wants  it. 

.  ROSALIE  COIT:  leaves  her  Bible  to  Frances  Skilling. 

REGINA  COX:  leaves  her  bed  in  order  to  graduate. 

JOANNE  DEEHAN:  leaves  her  fidelity  to  one  man  to  Rena 
Metcalf. 

PATRICIA  HAYWARD:  leaves  her  seat  at  Chapin  House  piano 
to  Beverly  MacGinnis. 

PAULA  HUBBARD:  leaves  her  pigmented  probiscus  to  Bessie 
McLeod. 

VERONICA  JANULEWICZ:  leaves  her  "Un  Bel  Di." 

FRANCES  KELLY:  leaves  her  gift  of  gab  to  June  Edmunds. 

KAROL   KENNERSON:    leaves    her    footpath   to   the    Health 
Clinic  to  Donna  Drinan. 

BARBARA  KILBURN:  leaves  her  famous  blush  to  Greta  Nord- 
quist. 

CAREY  LEONARD:  leaves  her  overcrowded  date  schedule  to 
Nancy  Buck. 

BARBARA  MAGEE:  leaves  with  her  souvenir  from  Nahant. 

LETITIA  McWILLIAMS:  leaves  her  champagne,  Cadillac,  and 
orchid  dates  to  Anne  Knudsen. 

DOROTHY  PERLEY:  leaves  her  title  of  "the  prettiest  girl  in 

the  class"  to  Marianne  Morrill. 
SALLY   RANDALL:    leaves   her   determination   and   pluck   to 

Jean  Moncey. 

LORRAINE  VOISINE:   leaves  her  "savoir  faire"  to  Kathleen 
LeCocq. 

MARJORIE  WHEELER:    leaves   her   syncope  in   the   O.R.   to 
Beverly  Strayton. 

PATRICIA  WINN:  leaves  her  effervescent  personality  to  Lor- 
raine Smigliani. 
Signed  in  Sweat,  Blood  and  Tears  by 

Witnessed  by: 
Joanne  Garland  Joanne  Deehan 

Glenna  Dixon  Jean  Cox 
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On  the  5th  day  of  September,  1964,  my  boss  called  me  into 
the  office.  "Jo,"  he  said,  "I've  got  a  big  case  for  you  to  work 
on  right  away."  He  handed  me  a  list  of  twenty-three  names  and 
said  bluntly,  "I  want  the  facts,  Jo,  nothing  but  the  facts." 

At  9:02  I  left  my  office  and  headed  uptown;  I  needed  a  car — 
bad.  At  9:05  I  saw  it — a  neon  sign — "U  Drive  It."  I  had  a 
hunch  this  was  it,  and  the  hunch  paid  off  when  I  was  con- 
fronted by  No.  10  on  my  list,  Jo  Garland — slickest  used  car 
operator  in  town,  and  her  partner  in  the  deal,  Bev  Baker — a 
pretty,  husky-voiced  dish,  but  dynamite  under  the  hood.  After 
one  glance  I  saw  this  was  No.  2.  They  were  both  friendly  and 
casual,  but  I  suspected  they  were  hiding  something.  Then  I  saw 
it — the  corner  of  a  letter  was  sticking  out  of  Baker's  back  pocket. 
Glancing  down,  I  made  out  the  address  of  a  shady  cafe,  on  the 
waterfront. 

At  9:15  I  climbed  into  my  car.  At  9:23  I  drew  up  in  front  of 
the  place.  It  was  dark  inside  but  I  knew  they  were  there,  all  right. 
I  entered,  sauntered  up  to  the  bar  and  ordered  my  usual — hot 
milk.  There  stood  No.  17,  Barbie  Kilburn,  shaking  a  fast  milk- 
shake behind  the  bar.  She  gave  me  the  eye — I  understood.  I 
wheeled  about  and  caught  No.  23,  Margie  Wheeler,  about  to 
pick  my  pocket.  "What  d'ya  want,  ma'm?"  I  muttered  between 
clenched  teeth.  "I  gotta  have  a  match,  just  gotta  have  a  match." 
As  I  reached  for  a  match,  No.  18  and  No.  16,  Barb  Magee  and 
Rick  Kenerson  closed  in.  I  knew  they  were  the  ringleaders — 
they  had  rings  on  their  fingers.  I  got  out  fast — through  the  rear 
door. 

I  made  my  way  back  to  the  car — it  was  occupied.  I  climbed  in 
uneasily — there  were  five  in  the  back  and  two  in  the  front — I 
knew  I  was  not  alone.  In  the  rear-view  mirror  I  made  out  the 
forms  of  numbers  3,  12,  1,  20,  and  6.  A  glance  to  the  side  re- 
vealed No.  5  and  No.  11.  They  were  taking  me  for  a  ride. 

At  9:55  we  arrived  at  our  destination — Howard  Johnson's. 
We  filed  in  one  by  one  and  arranged  ourselves  around  a  booth. 
I  broke  the  silence— "I  need  the  facts,  girls,  nothing  but  the 
facts." 
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They  gave  with  the  info — Boyden  was  head  of  a  syndicate 
for  advice  to  the  lovelorn;  Hubbard  was  manufacturing  lollipops 
for  future  queens;  Cavanagh  and  Hay  ward  were  chief  jello- 
servers  at  Worcester;  Abrams  was  selling  hot  wrought-iron  furni- 
ture— she  could  get  it  for  you  wholesale;  Perley  and  Coit  were 
party  investigators — I  said  no  more — it  was  time  to  go.  I  called 
in  to  the  office  to  see  what  was  up.  They  told  me  to  get  over 
to  Centre  and  Allandale:  a  space  ship  had  crashed  into  a  Cadillac 
convertible — red. 

At  10:32  I  reached  the  scene  of  the  accident  and  crossed  No.  9 
and  No.  19  off  my  list — Glenna  Dixon,  blood  seeping  through 
her  space  suit;  McWilliams,  her  nail-polish  chipped.  I  followed 
the  ambulance  to  the  hospital. 

As  I  waited  in  the  lobby,  I  heard  the  voice  over  the  loud- 
speaker— paging  and  paging,  talking  and  talking — No.  14,  Fran 
Kelly,  refusing  to  cease  on  the  grounds  that  she  might  be  in- 
terrupted. As  I  lit  a  butt  for  the  ambulance  driver  I  discovered 
her  to  be  No.  4,  Alma  Cammall — ex-stock  car  champ  and  now 
president  of  the  A.  A.  A.  There  were  six  to  go.  Suddenly  a  dark 
figure  approached  the  front  desk — "Any  business  for  me?"  she 
asked,  with  a  deep,  hollow  cough.  I  recognized  No.  7,  Jean  Cox 
— morgue  supervisor.  I  called  her  over.  She  had  the  information 
I  needed — I  had  to  have  it.  These  are  the  facts:  No.  .13,  Ronnie 
Janulewicz,  is  now  chief  inspector  of  all  CD.  bottles  throughout 
the  greater  metropolis;  No.  14,  Carey  Leonard,  has  just  taken 
flight  No.  69  to  the  North  Pole  to  see  Santa  Claus;  No.  21, 
Sally  Randall,  is  acting  as  a  blind — for  Cupid;  No.  22,  Lorraine 
Voisine,  is  singing  and  dancing  in  a  French  cabaret;  No.  24, 
Pat  Winn — married  to  Eddie — this  sounded  fishy — I  made  a 
mental  note  to  look  into  it. 

At  11:03  I  left  the  hospital.  A  figure  was  waiting  for  me  at  the 
car.  We  got  in  together.  At  11:05  I  quit  the  case  and  became 
No.  24  on  the  boss'  list;  we  drove  off — both  jolly. 

Signed, 
Jo  Deehan 
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Class  of  1956 


First  row,  left  to  right:  B.  Permatteo,  M.  Seate,  C.  Metcalf,  A.  Libby,  M.  Muirhead. 

Second  row:  E.  Robus,  N.  Amee,  K.  Hamann,  M.  Knapp,  R.  Greaves,  A.  Shattuck,  R. 
Mecagni. 

Third  row:  M.  Mclntyre,  E.  Hamann,  E.  Hewitt,  M.  Jankins,  M.  Moskos,  N.  Roberts, 
P.  Borges. 


CLASS  OFFICERS 

President  CAROL  METCALF 

Vice  President MARY  LEE  SEATE 

Second  Vice  President ALMA  LIBBY 

Secretary BETTE  PERMATTEO 

Treasurer STEPHANIE  MUIRHEAD 


Class  of  1955 


First  row,  left  to  right:  A.  Knudsen,  J.  Edmunds,  A.  Walsh,  J.  Moncey,  N.  Buck. 

Second  row:  A.  McLaughlin,  J.  Condron,  B.  McLeod,  L.  Smigliani,  G.  Nordquist,  B. 
Strayton,  F.  Skilling. 

Third  row:  B.  Smith,  R.  Metcalf,  L.  Gomez. 

Missing:  K.  LeCocq,  B.  Maclnnis,  D.  Drinan,  M.  Morrill. 


CLASS  OFFICERS 

President  ANNE  WALSH 

Vice  President  JEAN  MONCEY 

Secretary  NANCY  BUCK 

Treasurer JUNE  EDMUNDS 


Class  Of  1954 


First  row,  left  to  right:  P.  Winn,  J.  Garland,  G.  Dixon,  F.  Gonzales,  R.  Cox,  P.  Hay- 
ward,  L.  McWilliams. 

Second  row:  R.  Coit,  D.  Perley,  A.  Cammal,  K.  Cavanaugh,  P.  Hubbard,  L.  Voisine. 

Third  row:  B.  Kilburn,  B.  Baker,  J.  Deehan,  K.  Kennerson,  P.  Boyden. 

Missing:  A.  Franklin,  B.  Magee,  S.  Randall,  C.  Leonard,  M.  Wheeler,  V.  Janulewicz. 


Student  Government  Officers 


Front  row,  left  to  right: 

Vice  President  RENA  METCALF 

President PATRICIA  WINN 

Secretary  REGINA  COX 

Back  row,  left  to  right: 

Treasurer  KATHLEEN  LeCOCQ 

Social  Chairman  FRANCES  GONZALES 

Second  Vice  President  ALMA  LIBBY 


Zne  Faulkner  Pledge 


Reverently  do  I  pledge  Myself  to  the  whole-hearted  service  of  those  whose  care  is 
entrusted  to  this  Hospital.  To  that  end  I  will  strive  in  the  fulfillment  of  my  duties  hold- 
ing secret  whatsoever  I  may  learn  touching  upon  the  lives  of  the  sick.  I  acknowledge  the 
dignity  of  the  cure  of  disease  and  the  safe-guarding  of  health  in  which  no  act  is  menial 
or  inglorious.  I  will  walk  in  upright  faithfulness  and  obedience  to  those  under  whose 
guidance  I  am  to  work,  and  I  pray  for  patience,  kindliness,  and  understanding  in  the 
holy  ministry  of  broken  bodies. 
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Ckapiti  House 
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CHILDREN'S  HOSPITAL 
Boston,  Massachusetts 

GARDNER  HOUSE 


WORCESTER  STATE 

HOSPITAL 
Worcester,  Massachusetts 

HALE  HOUSE 


HAYNES  MEMORIAL 

HOSPITAL 
Brighton,  Massachusetts 

WHITE  HOUSE 
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Patrons  and  Patronesses 


Archie  A.  Abrams,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Stewart  Armstrong 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Theodore  L.  Badger 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Marshall  K.  Bartlett 

Hollis  G.  Batchelder,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Harold  Bengloff 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  John  T.  Bowers 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Milton  F.  Brougham 

Joseph  H.  Burnett,  M.D. 

John  J.  Carty,  M.D. 

Vigil  G.  Casten,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  E.  Cavanaugh 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  James  F.  Conway 

John  H.  Crandon,  M.D. 

Arthur  A.  Cushing,  M.D. 

David  Davis,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  A.  Ivan  Defrieze 

Christopher  J.  Duncan,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Waldo  Fielding 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  Fitzgerald 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Gibbons 

Richard  J.  Gorman,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  John  R.  Graham 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  David  Halberslaben 

Burton  E.  Hamilton,  M.D. 

Edward  Hamlin,  Jr.,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  James  Harrison 

Robert  J.  Joplin,  M.D. 


Stanley  Kimball,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  John  Ellis  Knight 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Philip  M.  LeCompte 

Henry  C.  Marble,  M.D. 

George  A.  Marks,  M.D. 

George  Francis  Miller,  M.D. 

Isabelle  S.  Money,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Francis  J.  Moran 

Gordon  Mackay  Morrison,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  W.  R.  Ohler 

Edward  E.  O'Neil,  M.D. 

Melvin  P.  Osborne,  M.D. 

Curtiss  Prout,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  George  R.  Randall 

Operating  Room 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  John  J.  Sacco 

Morris  S.  Segal,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Sheldon 

Kathryn  S.  Snow,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Harold  J.  Stein 

Howard  I.  Suby,  M.D. 

Mary  I.  Tompkins,  M.D. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Tartakof  £ 

David  Weintraub,  M.D. 

William  A.  White,  M.D. 

Francis  M.  Woods,  M.D. 

Edwin  T.  Wyman,  M.D. 

Edward  L.  Young,  M.D. 


Sponsors 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Saul  Abrams 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Baker 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Boyden 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Almon  Cammall 

Miss  Katherine  Carey 

Miss  Mildred  H.  Cartland 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  T.  Cavanaugh 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leo  Cox 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Deehan 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Arthur  J.  Dixon 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chester  F.  Garland 

Mr.  James  B.  Garland 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Julius  Hayward 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Raymond  Hubbard 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Vincent  Janulewicz 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Claude  J.  N.  Kelly 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clarence  Kenerson 

Mrs.  Bertram  Kilburn 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Lauriat 

Mrs.  Alfred  J.  LeCocq 

Mrs.  Charles  Leonard 

Mrs.  Arthur  Magee 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lawrence  McWilliams 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sidney  H.  Perley 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Albenie  J.  Voisine 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Wheeler 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  "Winn 


ANYWHERE  ANYTIME 


COMMUNITY  AMBULANCE 
SERVICE 


JOHN  H.  MADDEN,  Prop. 


WEST  ROXBURY,  MASS. 


Emergency  Oxygen  Service 


PARKWAY  7-1750 


Compliments  of 
THE  MEDICAL  NURSING  STAFF 


ROBERTI 
ELECTRIC  CO.,  Inc. 


231    Main  St. 
Buzzards  Bay,  Mass. 


ELECTRICAL 
CONTRACTORS 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 

Surgical 

Nursing 

Staff 
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Compliments  of  the 
OPERATING  ROOM 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 

Class  of 

'55 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 

Class  of 
'56 


Compliments 

of 

THE  BLOOD  BANK 

JONES 

CAMERA  and 

GIFT  SHOP 

Mill 

MRS.  ELMER  S.  CLEE,  Prop. 

Service  Station 

Exclusive  Line  of  Imported  Gifts 

ROTARY  CIRCLE 

Complete  Card  Assortment 

Buzzards  Bay,  Mass. 

Open  Saturday  Evening  'till  9:00 

TELEPHONE  JA  4-0018 

683  Centre  Street 

JAMAICA  PLAIN  30,  MASS. 

Compliments  of 

FOLSOM  FUNERAL  CHAPEL 


63  Belgrade  Avenue 
ROSLINDALE,  MASS. 


EARL  W.  FOLSOM 


E.  WILFRED  FOLSOM 


CAMAC  CO. 

LIGHTING  FIXTURES 

CUSTOM  BUILT 


30  Huntington  Ave. 
Boston,  Mass. 


A.  E.  CAMMAL 
J.  E.  McMORROW 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 

Case  Room 


Compliments  of  the 

FAULKNER  HOSPITAL 
FACULTY 


L  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 


ATTLEBORO 


MASSACHUSETTS 


"Known  wherever  there  are  Schools  and  Colleges" 

CLASS  RINGS  AND  PINS 

COMMENCEMENT  INVITATIONS  —  DIPLOMAS 

PERSONAL  CARDS  — CLUB  INSIGNIA 

MEDALS  AND  TROPHIES 

Bill   Rowan 

L  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 

ATTLEBORO.  MASS. 


Zhe  ladies 
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There  were  times  we  thought  we  wouldn't, 

But  we  finally  got  it  done, 
It  took  a  lot  of  effort, 

But  we  had  a  lot  of  fun. 

Here  it  is  ...  we  hope  you 

like  it  !  !  ! 


Zhe  Staff 
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Taylor  Yearbook  Company 
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